








Cypxy 

Gypsy is a ' -if, and ihis is the 1,101 y 
oHkt young hie, «* a kit h'ii. grow- 
ing up, moving i° » new homeland 
to independence and wisdom. kale 
Scmiy picimvs the sigmlieuiU inci- 
dents in Gypsy’s liU h“'™ n S 10 
wash, to walk, U) huM—and m 
rhythmical language ami licaulilul 
drawings she shows ihe signiiicant 
pattern as t lie young cal delights m 
her developing power, and her high- 
handed use of humans lor her con- 
venience and comfort. 

Young children, so fascinated by 
their own development and newly 
discovered world, will appreciate 
Gypsy, while older readers will also 
be intrigued by the grace, strengt 1 
and sagacity of this characteristic cat 

so typical ol her species* All wi 

admire the skill and carelul observa- 
tion of Miss Scredy’s drawings. 


“Ml mi Invent will enjoy 1 1"'' Uberntly il'us- 
of lire life ol .1 kiltcn.' ■ -Imc 

urn! V ait - . 


" /Vir j'.iH lor 11 <'«i \ovci of m >V fjuiv 
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immiM TORONTO WELLINGTON SYDNEY 


Gypsy felt weary but content. She lay on a soft nest 
of rags, her newborn kittens nursing within the gently 
curved crescent of herself. She laid her head back and 
began to purr. Her purr grew loud. It was a song with- 
out words. 

She fell asleep and, perhaps, in her sleep renin n 
bered . . . 
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The dim, faraway time, another nest, where light 
first reached her newly opened eyes. And she saw what 
before she had only felt — a large, strong being, source 
of food, warmth, and safety. 




To be clean was a need— the first rule she learned. 
Getting washed felt good. The good feeling made a 
sound inside her; she learned to purr. 
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Before she could walk, or even crawl, she was carried, 
dangling, from the dim safety of the nest into the light 
of the world outside. 






Soon she could crawl over the edge of the nest by 
herself, and so found out which of the many small 
furry parts around her belonged to herself and what 
they were meant to do. She discovered her tail; it was 
an endless delight to chase it. 





The first pain she felt, from her brother's little claws. 
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made her angry. She found her own claws and soon 
learned how useful they were in rough-and-tumble play 
and in climbing. 



The first touch of human hands made her shiver and 
draw away from its strong, strange smell, but soon she 
came to like it. It was soft and warm, like a little nest 
around her. 



The more she learned, the more there was to learn. 
New smells, new sounds, new shapes and movements 
seemed to come much faster than she could find out 
about them. She wandered farther and farther into an 
ever-new world. Each thing she learned became part of 
herself, to be used over and over in new adventures. 




Then one day a swift new motion that had smell, 
sound, and shape made her run fast and far beyond 
where she had ever been before. Following it through 
grass she knew, over stones she knew, through a tangle 
ol branches, she jumped into another world, abotn 
which she knew nothing, 



It was hard, burning smoothness underneath; end- 
less, glaring light above her; and it was filled with a 
deep, dreadful sound. All her strength and all she had 
learned drained out of her and left her unable to move. 
She cried once, wanting the safety of the nest. There 
was no answer. 
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I hen human hands closed around her. She clung to 
them; here was something she knew. Later she crept 
onto the man's shoulder and went to sleep on that 
broad, safe perch. 
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I ht first thing she felt when she woke was hung* i 
and the first thing she smelled was food. She drank, 
sneezing into the milk that came too fast, in a new . 
easy way, then washed herself and slept again. 
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For a long time she lived in the world of humans, 
those giant beings she had to learn about, one by one, 
until she could tell them apart. She learned the sound 
they made just for her, that meant herself, “Gypsy.” 
She Came to like the sound, she came to like the smell 
and feel of the humans and of all the strange things 
they touched. 




Quickly she learned to keep her claws sheathed, not 

\ 

to climb on a convenient ankle that, to her, seemed 
just right to climb on. 
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Humans were easy to learn about; theirs was a world 
always the same. Once she had conic to know iis 
smells, sounds, and shapes, the rules they made, u 
seemed small. There was nothing new in it to learn. 
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I here were openings in it through which she could 

see, smell, and hear another world, ever new, ever 

changing. It. called to her; she knew its voice. She sat 

on the window ledge, straining against the thin, hard 

harrier that kept her in. To search, to prowl, to find the 
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secrets of the world outside w r as again a need, like 
hunger. She cried, answering the voices of that world 
with long, thin wails of longing. 
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Then one day Human hands opened a door, and she, 
with caution, made her way into the world she knew 
was hers. 
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The heat of sun, the smell of grass, the feel of eartli 
were hers. The secret rustlings, play of shadow's and 
light, the taste of a grasshopper she caught and ate were 
hers. These things she knew'. 
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In time she found she could command the door to 
open; humans would obey and let her come and go as 
she pleased. She pleased, often. The world of humans 
held many things useful to her; food without having to 
hunt for it, snug safety when she felt tired. With 
haughty assurance that all inside the door was at her 
command, she used the w r orld of humans and all it 
had to off er. 




Outdoors, little by little, piece by piece, she came 
to know the secrets of the dark jungle of shrubs, tangle 
of weeds. In daylight, and at night under the stars and 
moon, she prowled, lured on and on to new adventures. 
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She came to know the creatures that were part of 
this world. She watched the hunter and the hunted. 
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She learned which were her foes 
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and which her victims. 



She met some with caution, 
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some with contempt. Each new knowledge she gath- 
ered from the meetings she held within herself, to be 
used over and over. Full-grown, sleek, sure of herself, 
she prowled her world, calling aloud in quest of what 
she did not yet know, 
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And from the darkness of one night came an ansvvei 
ing call, long, loud, demanding her to come. She met ; 
creature she had never seen before, but she knew Inn 
to be like herself, powerful, proud, and wise, her kind 
a cat. 
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Together, his song and hers filled the night. 
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In the days that followed, her wish to hunt, to prowl 
on silent, tvary feet, remained strong, but now an 
other need was growing. To find a snug, safe, warm 
place in her own world was growing into an inner 
demand, sharper than any hunger she had known. 

She found it by herself — a dim corner that, she knew, 
was always dry, that even the strongest wind couhl 
never reach. She made it soft, dragging to it pieces ol 
rags she found. As her body grew heavier, more weary, 
she spent more and more time there, kneading the rags 
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into a snug, rounded hollow. Quietly, patiently, she 
waited, For what? She did not yet know. 
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